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5 HE who Hopes to inereaſe his reput1- 


tion, (if he have any already) as a 
Writer, by ſketching a mere vehicle 


for Sing-ſong, and Shew,—is a Block- 


head. He who. indites an elaborate 


Criticiſm, on ſuch a vehicle e a Block- 
head or, he is worſe —a malignant 


fellow, pretending to miſtake a Dra- 
matiſt's Jerkin, for his belt Coat, that he 


may pick a hole | in it. 


Be it iowa to you, en, chat 


this ſame ſcribbling i in a | jerkin,- —þut, by 
the way, it muſt not be ragged, —is belt 
ſuited to ſome occaſions ; and not at all 
_ diſre ſpectful to the Company To have 
aim' d at writing in full dreſs, in the pre- 


ſent inſtance, would have been a wa lle 


: of wardrobe and, as idle, and ex- 


travagant, as riding on horſe- back, in 


Hyde Park, in a bag-wig and ſword. 
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The ſame motives which induced me 


to conſtruct the Romance of Blue- Beard, 
and the uncommon favour it has ex- 


perienced from the Town, tempted me 


to fabricate Feudal Times and my en- 
deavours to amuſe the good Holiday- 
folks, of London, and to ſerve the in- 
tereſts of the Theatre, have again ſuc- 
ceeded. 


My Coadjutors, in this Sheftacte are 


the ſame as in Blue- Beard; and 1 have 
now, as full a tribute of praiſe, and 


thanks, to render to the Compoſer of 


the Muſick, to the Machiniſt, and to 


the Scene- Painter, as I had to offer 
when they exerted their talents for me, | 
laft year, 


'To all the Performers, in the piece, 


1 make my beſt acknowledgments. 


In 


N 


In the Scene of the Banguet-Gallery, 


p owe ſomething to a foreign Dramatiſt. 


1 If any one, ſhould have curioſity, or 
leiſure enough, to -inquire how much, 


or how little, I am obliged to him, let 
him peruſe Tarare, written by Mon/. 
B eaumarchais. 


GEORGE COLMAN, the Younger. 


1 Zth Feb. 1799. 
Piccadilly. 


P. S. I had almoſt overlook'd the 


Black-Letter Gentlemen; who may 


cavil at the term, Bangquet-Gallery. I 


could defend it, ſtoutly, under the cir- 


| cumſtances in which I have uſed it :;—_ 
mais le jeu ne vaut bas la chandelle. * 
leave the diſcuſſion to Antiquaries, and 


Nomenclators; —whoſe attention (with 
out 
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out meaning the ſlighteſt offence to a 
learned, and indefatigable body of 
men) has often been ſedulouſly em- 

ployed oy a ſubject of as little im- 
portance. 
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DRAMATIS PERSON.E, 


Baron Fitzallan, "EA s Mr. Cory. 
Vo R Mr. Middleton. 
Orlando, . p » Mr. Surmont. 
Edmund, . . » Mr. Kelly. 

Andrew, . 5 ** » Mr, Wathen. 

Baron Rathenwoll,” * „ Mr. Barrymore. 
Martin, : Si; . Ar. Banni ster, Jun. 
.  «  - 74 ET AO. 

Mr. Sedgwick. 

| Mr. Dignum. 
Villagers, < . 6 6 Mr. Caulfield. 
5 Mr. Trueman. 

| | | (M.. Hollingsworth, 
Servants, » . X Mr. Webb, Me. Ryder. 

: Olaribel, . © 5 0 Mr. Crouch. 
— 8 . . Mrs. Bland. 

Suſan, b ES „ Miss Menage. 
Old Woman, „„ Mrs. Maddocks. 


Soldiers, Fisbermen, Vastalt, Ic. &c. 
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* 4 * The Muſick of Feudal Times, 18 Publiſhed bh * 
Duſk, and Co. for Mr. KELLV, the Compoſer ;---and may 
be had of them, at No. 28, Hay- -Market, and No. 67, Dean 
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FEUDAL TIMES; 


THE BANQUET-GALLERY. 


r . 
SCENE I. 
A 77 LLA GE, in front, on the Borders of an ex- 
tenſive Lake. —Villagers, male and female, diſco- 
vered, at work. Men mending boats; Women ma- 
king nets; Sc. Sc. —All piftureſquely grouped. 
On the Lake is an and, in which is a ſtately 
Caſtle. A rude Rock, riſing above the water, be- 
tween the Caſtle, and the ſhores of the Village. 
 BGeyond the Lake, a wild mountainous Scenery. 
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CHORUS OF VILLAGERS, 


By the fide of the Lake live we; . 
Sing hey down derry ! 
"00 when, in the water, our faces we ſee, 
Ve view the reflection of pleaſure and glee; 5 | : 
e For a Fiſherman's life is merry. 
Sing hey down derry. 
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3 FEUDAL TIMES. 


Well, neighbour, well! 

Though here, in poverty, we dwell, 
It has been many a Great One's lot, 
Since this good World began, 


To envy the happineſs, found in the 1555 
Of an humble Fiſherman. _ 


By the fide of the Lake, &c. 


(4 F. lag is 45 play d, on the battlements of the Caſtle. ) . 


1 vil. There ! There's the flag !—The old 


ſignal of preparation, from the Caſtle. —The Ba 
ron, I warrant, is going to make war on his an- 
cient foe, and calls us to duty. 


(4 Gun is fired, fron the Coſte.) 


2d. vil Hark die now 'tis certain, Away 


with our nets, boys ! and let fiſh live awhile, 
-, That fleſh may die, We muſt change our oars 
for battle. axes; and thruſt our fwords, like 
hooks, jato the gills of the enemy. 


Oli Woman. Ah! I like not theſe wars, between 
the Barons. War, alas ! is a keen raviſher. 
3d. Vil. Umph! he muſt be kcen, indeed, an 


he meddle with you, dame. 


Old Moman. Many a youthful flower i is mow'd 


| down 1 in the field of ſlaughter.. 


2d. Vil, True, my old Daffy-down- "oY run 


| to ſeed 1 But, We are all vaſſals of Baron Fitzal- 


an: and, AS he i is ever relieving, or preventing 
the 


FEUDAL TIMES. 1 


che diſtreſſes of his people, tis meet we ght luſti- 
ly in his cauſe. Poor fellows fight with double 
zeal for a man in command when his humanity 
goes hand in hand with his power. 


24. Vil. Look yonder comes a boat from the 
; Caſtle. W e ſhall hear all, anon. 


(4 boat puts off from tbe Caftle. All the men in the 
boat are drejſ*d in the Uniform of Baron Fitzallan. 
Andrew fits at the lern, with a trumpet, and a 

flag. The beat proceeds from the Caſtle, and at 
laſt reaches the ſhore of the Village. The boat and 
men appear ſmall at firſt, and larger as they ap- 
proach, to keep up the perſpective. Muſick from 
the boat, all the way—at fir/t gentle, then increa- 


ſing, 2 in force, as 5 the a1 — is riod 
ed, * 


Andrew. . 7 landed, and marching 1 in ; with t 
his men.) Long live Baron Fuzzllan]:-- 

All. Huzza ! 1— 

Andrew. Good fellows, and true all found to 
A man. 

T/R, Vil. Sound ? Aye, a8 5 my boy! 5 | 

Andrew. Well faid, my jolly Cock-lobſter a | 
the lake !—Now, liſten to the voice of mild in- — 
ſtruction —(blows his trumpet) There! that 

means War. 
If. Vil, We know Its Andrew, 
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4 FEUDAL TIMES. 

Andrew. A true emblem ; for it has put me 
clean out of breath: and, War will, ſometimes, 
ſo take away a man's breath that he can never af- 
ter recover it. Hem [All ye Northern men, 
and Vaſſals of the good Baron Fitzallan ! Re- 
pair, ſtraight, to the Caſtle of the Lake. There 


to take arms, in the cauſe of your Liege-Lord. 
- Maintain his Honour for his Honour maintains 


vou. Support the juſt, oppoſe the wicked, 


thump his enemies, aſſert his rights, and revenge 
his wrongs. Huzza ! Bleſs the Crier ! 


4th. Vil. We fight on the old ground, if I 
miſtake not, Andrew? The ancient enmity | 
'twixt our Lord, here, and the Baron Ruthen- 
wolf. 


Andrew. Partly ſo Th. a freſh wont, from - 


the old root.— Tis wonderful to ſee how un- 


neighbourly a neighbour can be in this world !— 


Truly, our Baron has good cauſe of complaint. 


4th. Vil. What may the cauſe be, Andrew ? 
| Andrew, A lovely one. 
34d. Vil. How, lovely ? 


2, Andrew. A Woman. No leſs than the Lady | 
Claribel. 


Old Man. What! f the fair daughter of old Sir ; 


Philip Portingale? 


Andrew, E' en ſhe—who was betroth'd to our 


Baron 8 youngeſt ſon—the ue Edmund Fitz- 
; allan. | | | Old Man . 


FEUDAL TIMES. 5 
2 Man. Ab, Heaven bleſs him He is the 


pride of his houſe, and the joy of all our village. 


I do think, truly, of all our Baron's goodly ſons, 
young maſter Edmund is the belt. 


24. Vil. But how, | prithee, TTY 18 Lady 


5 Claribel the cauſe ? 


 Anarew. Why, chat viperly Baron—Ruthen- 
wolf—has carried her forcibly away, from her 


father's ;—juſt as her marriage, with young Ed- 


mund, was about to be ſolemnized. —Thus, Sir 
Philip has loſt a daughter; the Lady has loſt her 
lover; Edmund has loſt a wife ; the Parſon his 
marriage fee; and you have loſt an ox, roaſted, 
with his horns on, aud three * leads of od 


October. . 


Vil. Well ſpill the laſt dra: of our blood for 


the houſe of Fitzallan. 


| Andrew, Are you all agreed "oy 
All. All! 


Andrew. Put yourſelves . order then.— 


March to your boats; paddle away to the Caſtle; 
— there take arms z—then over the mountain, 
yonder, to attack Ruthenwolf. 


Fil. Come, neighbours Range yourſelves! 


Strike up our old North Country March, that 
always inſpires us for battle ; and away! 


| (T he Villagers Sod they elves in miner or der = 
dudrew, ith bis men, al the bead of them. — 


White | 


6 FPEU DAL TIMES. 
Mpile the following Chorus is ſinging, they mareb 
| to the boats in proceſſion.— Ihe Boats proceed 
round the Rock, and are ſeen diminiſhing in per- 
ſerve, till ſome of the firſt reach the Caſile-/teps, 
and the men aſcend them.— At the end o the Choe 
n. the Scere . 


CHORUS, AND | MARCH. 


MARCH, my Conus March ! Eo | 
Over the mountain we go, 
When a Mafter is kind, 
| He always will find 
| 1 | A Servant that's TalthFul, thro? froſt and ow: 


March, 5 Companions, March! 


4 Stout Engliſhmen are we; 

|| 15 He who comforts the poor 

| ITO ” May always be ſure 

* | To find good ſapport i in his peaſantry, 

; ij - March, my Sanni March! 1 


Though the mountain were cover'd with ſnow; 
4 | | Should a loved Mafter be forlbrn, 
4 e hs The Peaſant, then, will wind his horn, 
| To fight in his cauſe, and relieve his woe. 
March, my Companions, March ! 


| 
| | | Bleak though the wind he uld blow; 


2 


. 
:. OY ! co BT 


2 


SCENE 


F n 3 2 K " we A "Re" 8 
A — s | 


ay 


— 2 F I” — d = he 
>» wa SALA. ro 
4 


= 


FEUDAL TIMES, 7 


SCENE H. 
The Skirts of the Village: Moody, and Retired, 


Enter RACHA . 


Nb. 1 tremble leſt my Martin ſhould kin 
his word, and come to me, to day. He knows 
not that the knavery of his Maſter is diſcover'd ; 
and that all our people are up in arms, and going 


to attack him. Martin is known here, as the 


chief ſervant of Baron Ruthenwolf ;—and ſhould. 


he be found lurking about the village, alas! 
his life would be forfert.—Ah, my Martin! 1 


wouldn't have thee come to harm, for the 


world If 


= SON G—RacHnaEtl. 
FIRST beneath a willow's ſhade, 
Heigho ! nonino! | . 
Martin, his addreſſes paid. = — 
Heigho! nonin od 
When he whiſper'd, ſay, ſincerely, 
If you e'er could love me dearly ? 
All the anſwer that I made 
Mags Be nonino | 


Sweet, ſaid he, were Martin dead, 
Heigho ! nonino! _ | 
One ſad tear would Rachael med! 


Heigho ! nonino! 3 8 3 


When 
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'8 FEUDAL TIMES. 


When my Martin talk'd of dying, 
\ How could I refrain ſrom fighing ? 
From my heart a murmur fled, 
Of—Heighs ! ! noniuo ! 


| Martin told me, when I figh'd, 
Heigho ! nonino! _ 
Zes muſt, always, be implied, 
| By Heigho, nonino. 
Then, ſays he, your thonghts diſcover, 
_ Will you take me for your lover ?— 
Looking down, I bluſh'd, and cried— 
Heigho ! ! nonino! 


On Pe 


"EF lau, (agitated ) 


Rach, Oh, Martin! 
Mar. Rachael 1—How do'ſt do. ſweet Pom 
I have been ſo ſet upon by—How do'ſt do? — 
|] was going to damn all the fiſhermen of your 
village ;—but I forgot that your father amuſes 
himſelf with* catching 8 8 and og 
them. 
Rach. Dear! you look pale 1 any ac- 
cident befallen you, on your way hither or 
people are all up in arms, and 
Mar. Ves, yes.—I know every thing. 
Rach. Who told you, Martin ? 
Mar. Three gruff-looking fellows, on the 


” border of the n told me all: —and 
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FEUDAL TIMES, 9 


then beat the information into my head, with 


the butt-end of an oar. 

Rach. Mercy !—By what means aid you 
eſcape ' 

Mar. By a noble enemy !—Your Baron's 
youngeſt ſon; the brave Edmund Fitzallan. 
He came up, by mere accident, as [ was about 
to be butcher'd, and reſcued me. 

Rach. What hel —He whom your maſter has 
55 much wrong d— He did not know | you 
re! 


Mar. Nay, his words proved that he did. For | 
finding, upon queſtion, that came not as a ſpy, 
you are without arms, {aid he, and at my mercy: 


An enemy, in ſuch a cafe, has always a claim up- 


on a brave man's protection, Gor thee back, t to 


 Ruthenwolf. 


Rach. Heaven bleſs him Lon are bound to - 


love him, Martin ! 
Mar, Love bim! He has ared my life, Ra- 


chael—nobly ſaved it — And, may I die like a 


dog if ever I avoid an opportunity of ſhewing 
gratitude to my benefactor, _ 

Rach. The opportunity may ſoon come, Mar- 

tin. You know that Baron Ruthenwolf, whom 

you have the honour to ſerve— 


Mar. Harkye, Rachael—] avs 1 8 to 
His head's hot; his 


5 ſerve a damn'd ſcoundrel. 
C | heart's 
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heart's hard; his face froſty, and his malice ever- 
laſting. 
Rach. Mercy EE wouldn* t live i in a houſe with 
ſuch a monſter, for the world ! 
Mar. What, not with me in the houſe with 
you, Rachael? 
Rach, ( ſmiling) Nay, that indeed 
Mar. What a rare ſweetner love is! Give a 


woman the man of her heart, and ſhe'll ſtomach 
any thing :—Juft as children take phyſick, to get 


a lump of ſugar for ſwallowing it. Now liſten, 
Rachael!—l am ſent expreſsly, by Baron Ruthen- 
wolf, to bring you with me, to his Caſtle, to at- 


tend on the Lady Claribel. 


Rach. What, on her, whom he has ſtolen? 


Mar. The fame.—Poor ſoul ! he has made my 
heart bleed for her. His barbarity— , 


Rach. Indeed Why tis ſaid Ruthenvolf 


loves her. 


Mar. So he does his wine : and he has rented 
the Lady as he does his liquor. 
Rach. How's that, Martin ? 


Mar. Lock'd her vp, in a dark, cool place, | 


underground. 


Rach. Mercy on me ! Is ſhe 3 kill ? 
| Mar, No.—l am his confidant, you uche as 
well as his butler: and, laſt night, as I drew a 
bottle of canary, for him from the cellar, when 


he 


* 
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he grew warm with it, I perſuaded him to let me 
draw out the damſel from the dungeon. 


Rach, Ah, my Martin! You have a kindly 
foul ! 

Mar. What, for trying to relieve the ſorrows ; 
of a woman? *Tis an unkindly foul, indeed, 
Rachael, that will not ſtrive to ſuccour a female, 
whenever ſhe needs aſſiſtance. : 
Rach, Why that may be—but if all men were 
| like you—but don't be too tender- hearted. to all 
the women, neither. 
Mar. There !—Now you are > jealous ! Good 
actions are fo rare, now a days, that a plain fellow 
zs always ſuſpected in his motives for doing them. 
Rach, Aye, well, for all tha. 
Mar. Pſhaw !—nonſenfe A man's kindneſs 
to women, in general, ſhould rather obtain him 
credit, when he profeſſes tenderneſs to one; in. 
particular. N 

Nach. Well, it may be ſo—but ſtill—— 

Mar. Pooh !—prithee--as if, were 1 ſo in- 
clined—that a lady, like lady Claribel, would 
look down on ſuch a lout as I. 

Rach. As you !—The ſweeteſt lady, in the 
land, might j jump at you. 

Mar. Might ſhe !—You are the {wecteſt to 
me in the land; ſo jump at me, and kiſs me. ( ſhe 
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jumps on bis neck, and kiſſes bim.) Well, I am a 


pretty fellow, that's the truth on't! 
Rach. That you are, Martin. 
Mar. And to prove I am trüben 


The lady Claribel is ſtolen by Ruthenwolf—ſne 
has a lover in Edmund titzallan ;—he has ſaved. 

my life ;—and, if they come not together, blame 
my induſtry. 5 


Rach. But, how to contrive this? : 
Mar. Thus—and you, perhaps, may belp 
me in the contrivance —Lord Ruthenwolf has 


lifted his priſoner from darkneſs to light; from 


the dungeon of horror, to the chamber of feaſt= 


 Ing,—He thinks, now, this will beſt help forward 
his ſuit with her, 


Rach. Well? 1 
Mar. Come with me to my maſters, —We 


will arrange matters with your father, here, as 


we pals.—and, I will, irom his houle, write a 
letter to my preſerver, to repair tecretly to Ro- 


thenwolt Caitie, as 1 ſhall direct hum. 


Nach. But if this ſhould fail, Maitin — 
Mar. Yſhaw !—lc thall go hard if, with our 


aſſiſtauce, he do not toon reſcue his love.— 


Away! 
Rach. 1 would follow you, Martin, all over 


the word: aud! now 1 have a double cauie to 
tollow - 
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follow you.—We muſt be cautious, though, for 11 
your ſake, in paſling the village. li 
Mar. True :—1 mayychance to loſe the little Ne 
brains I have, elſe. When we reach the Caltle, . "nt 
and have ſaved theſe lovers, we will then be fl 
married, ſweet !-—There will be a jovial Cay !— * 
We'll have ſuch a holiday, and merry making! 1 
Rach. Nay, that we will! Fl 


DUETT. —Mazrix AND > RACHAEL. 


RaehAEL. 
ALL mall leave their labouring ; 5 ä— 
We'll call each honeſt neighbour in; ; 1 


Heigh! for pipe and taboring, 
When Land Martin wed. 


Ma ix. 
Never mall our holiday 
Be called a melancholy day; 
| | It ſhall be a jolly ay 

3 : When I and Rachael bed. 
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MARTIN. 
All that I have, Rachael I have little riches though 
All ſhall be yours, Rachaet—T muſt wear the breeches 
though. e 1 
r 
Fal de ral de ral, &c. 
RAcHAEL: 
Yet, they ſay, love's a doubt; 
Marriage often wears it out — 


Ere a year comes about, 
Loſt is love and joy. 


o 


MARTIN. 

Ere a year paſſes by, 5 
Sure our love will multiply 3 
Mother you, F ather 5 | 
Of a chopping boy! 

| | Borg. 

Fal de ral de ral, &c. „ 
N [ Exeunt, 

ee WM. 

A Spacious Court, in Fitzallan Caſtle. —The Villagers 
drawn up, in Uniforms.— Andrew reviewing them. 
Andrew. Tis downright drudgery to drill theſe 
water-varlets for land ſervice. They have been 


ſo 


3 
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ſo uſed to look down in the Lake, for fiſh, that 


there is no making them hold up their heads. 
What is thy name, friend? (to one of the men.) 
Vil. Simon Smallfry, 
Andrew. The knave is as unwieldy as a 


hols. ; and handles his pike as if 'twere the pole 
of a punt. Tou are wondrous aukward, friend. 


Vil. Yees—butI can hit hard. 8 
Andrew. ] do not doubt it: thou haſt a fiſt 


as broad as a frying-pan.—Beſides, when the 
: times call on an Engliſhman for his ſervice, put . 


but weapons in his hands, and, though unbred to 


arms, I'l warrant he'll fight as ſtaunch as a bull- 


I n, 
1 (A Flouriſp without.) 
Hark ! The Baron, with his ſons, is advancing. 


Enter Baron Fitzallan, Henry, Orlando, and Ed- 
mund: preceded by a Military Band. 
All. Huzza 
Fitz, I thank you, friends ! This cheers me. 


Theſe are the clamours of affection. They ſalute | 
the ear like ruſtick muſick, mellowing as it floats, 
o'er the ſmooth ſurface of the waters, in a ſweet 
ſummer's night; and ſoothe the liſtener's ſpirit. 
Are they inſtructed in the cauſe of our expedi- 
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| Andrew. They are, my lord. 
Fitz. How feel they init? 2 5 
Andre w. Like fellows, my lord, with low pockets, 
who are honeſt, and pay their debts by inſtal- 
ment. We owe fo much to your goodneſs, 


my lord, that we are rejoiced in this opportunity 
of diſchargtag a littie of c our 9 upon ac- 


eus. 3 5 
Fitz. Oh, Wealth and Power! ſtretch on your 


down, and fend your emiffarics forth, to bring 


you pleaſures which pamper every ſenſe l can ye, 


can ye procure to yourſelves a nobler luxury than 


the cheap purchaſe of a poor man's gratitude ! 
Hen. Say, my farher—ſhall we begin our march 3 


long to puniſh this villain Ruthenwolf. 


Or dl. 

itz. What ſay you ; Edmund ?—Moſt wrong d, 
and yet moſt ſilent. | 5 

Edin. My wrongs muſt peak in POUR In- 
ſult to you, my lord, to Claribel, to me ;—theſe 
are threefold injuries. Place him bef fore me, he 


hall meet threefold puniſhment. 


Enter a SERVANT to EDMUND. 


Serv. This letter Sir: — brought by an old 


peaſant, from the village —who beg'd hard 


it might be inſtantly deliver'd. 5 
Edu. 
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Eam. (inſpecting the letter) Nay, this concerns 
us all. I pray you read, my lord. 
Fitz. (taking the letter, and reading.) “ Strata- 


gem may ſometimes proſper, where force may 
fail. Could you contrive, a little after mid- 


night, to paſs the Porter's Lodge of your enemy, 
you might then proceed, unobſerved, in dark- 


neſs, to the inner court: — in which court, 


ſhould you perceive lights, from the large win- 


dow of the Banquet-Gallery, be aſſured they are 


placed there as a token, that you may enter that 


window with ſafety.— The mouldering buttreſs, 
beneath it, muſt ſerve you for a ladder.—Enter 
the window as the Caſtle clock tolls One.—You 
will then be conducted to the lady Claribel, by 


bim who this morning owes his life to you. 
; Ki Marin,” 


Edm. The Vaſſal of nn met 
e'en now, in the village, unarm'd, unconſcious 


of our prepaations, and reſcued from our peo- 


ple. 


Hen. Reſcued him, Basin Ie dave of 


our enemy that villain, Ruthenwolf! 


Edm. To be a flave, Henry, and ſlave to a 
villain, too, 1s misfortune enough.—Poor wretch, 
Ipitied him! Compaſſion, brother, urges me 
to afford ſuccour to a defenceleſs man, in my 
TOTS? F 1 
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power, whoſe hard lot has made it his duty ta 
ſerve an oppreſſor, whom I muſt puniſh. 
Fitz, My noble 807 Les, my ſons! The 


laughter of war is man's neceſſity; but mercy is 
his nature. Could the rough ſoldier, in the 
trench, find leiſure there to look inward on him 


ſelf, and trace the fine-wrought contexture of 


his heart, he would mark that He who gave it 
pulſation has cloſely intertwined the fibres of 


humanity with courage. Edmund, you hall 
venture on this enterpriſe. . 


Orl. May there not be treachery in t? This 
may be ſome lure, 5 
Fitz. Scarcely ſo. It ſeems the working of 
an honeſt creature's ſoul, grateful to his POW, 


| Ver. "Tis worth the tria! And, ſhould it fail, 


our troops ſhall be beneath the Tower, to give 
you ſpeedy ſuccour. 
Edm. Be it ſo order'd, then vet, let us march 


forth together. With your good leave, my 


Lord, we may now proceed to the murky wood, 
within a league of our enemy. There, 'till near 


midnight, we may lye in ambuſh.—1 will then 
quit our band, to try my fortune; and you, my 
. Lord, fome little interval given, may, with all 
your troops, in ſilence follow me. 


Fiiz, n, our r Houſehold, —And, 
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As they march in our review, produce the Colours, 
as is our cuſtom. 


(Fitzallan's Sons go to a door in the Caſtle, which 
is in one wing of the Court, and bring forth the 
Colours. — At the ſame time, by a ſignal given, the 

Mien march in, through the gateway; all arm\d— 

' they arrange themſelves, according to their di ifferent 
ranks, and Hat ions. — I. l gallan and his Sons 
beading them, in different diviſions.) We 

Fitz. Now, Edmund, cheer our ſoldiers. 

Edm. Come, Friends Er 


SONG AND CHORUS. 


Ebuvns, SoLDIERS, and VassaIs. 


 Epmun D. 


TELL me, my galant Soldiers, tell me true; = 
Hands to your hearts! your hearts with valour ſtored 
Tell me what Manhood prompts you all ta do, 
Whene'er a foe inſults your true Liege- Lord. 


SOLDIERS, 


March away, 
Without delay! 
We'll anſwer with the ſword ! . 


EDpMunD, 


0 1 my friends, W you, like me, be moved; 

Or, could you mercy to a fiend afford, 

Who rob'd you of the virtuous Maid you loved, 
And tore her from an aged Father's board? 
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 YSorDiERs. 
Ma. ch away! &c. 


Ebuvx D. 


March, then, my gallant ſoldiers! March, end _ ] 
Puniſh the traitor, ruthleſs, and abhor'd.— | 
Let Valour's arm be raiſed in Virtue's rigl t, 
And follow, to the field, your true Lie] e-Lord, 


SoLDIERs. 


March away, 
Without delay, 
We follow with the ſword. 


[ Exeunt, marchi 1. 


SCENE Iv. 
An 4 partment in Ruthenwolf Caſtle, 


Enter CLARIBEL. 


Cla. Will no friend come my father—nay, 
he is drooping on a ſick bed. Oh, Edmund! 
| haſt 7hoy forſaken me! Let me be patient—he 
is, now, perhaps, planning my releaſe. Vet to 
be tortured with the odious love of Ruthen- 
wolf !— Alas! there was more honeſt tyranny 
in the Dungeon, whence, a be drew 

me 
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me, than in this gaudy priſon !—Theſe glitter- 


ing chambers mock my ſorrows.— Would | were 
free — 7 


DONG. —CLARIBEL, 


, OH, the Maid of the Wold, how ſhe avere the Land, 
To court the rude touches of Winter's chill hand! 1 

The Wind on her boſom of lillies blew bleak, 

And the Snow fell, in flakes, on the roſe of her cheek 


Drear, drear was the proſpe&; all clouded the Sky; 
But the Sunſhine of Liberty beam'd in her eye :—= 
| Sheccried, while the wet from her ringlets ſhe preſt— 
I am free as the blaſt that blows over my breaſt!” 
Sweet Maid of the Wold! as unſhelter'd you ſtray, 
In that bliſs of the Poor—all the World for your wayi— 
If one penſive moment ſhould flit o'er your mind, 
Drop a tear for a Captive, 1 mM Splendour confin'd. 


Enter RUTHENWOLF. 

Ruth. How, Clarivel—You know my pur- 
poſe: Love. 
Clar. Know mine too, Ruthenwolf: ;—Rather 
chan yield to it, —Death. 

Ruth, Troth, Lady, Death has a ſwelling ſound, 
—when 'tis well thunder'd from the mouth of 
havghty beauty.—'Tis a word written - mongſt 
other harmleſs threats in her Diſdain's vocabu- 
lary.— Vet, place a Woman *twixt Death and 


Love, tis odds, whene' er che griſly Monarch, 
in 
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in all bis terror, ſcowls upon her, that he will 
fly for ſafety to the dimpled God, who ſpreacs 


his wings to ſhelter her. 


Clar. Lord Ruthenwolf—The God of Love, 


whom pure hearts worſhip, received bis honied 


ſhafts from Honour, and Virtue plumed his 
pinions. Your Deity—your Demon, rather 


is wing'd like Lucifer. Guilt gave the word, 


and Loathſomeneſs bedeck'd him :—while Bru- 
tality ſtood by, and laugh'd, to think how many 


of his votaries would violate the innocent. Com- 
pared to this, Death ſmiles a Cherub. 


Rath. Since you are thus ſkill'd in painting 5 


Love, fair Lady, it ſhould ſeem that you have 
felt the paſſion he inſpires _ : 


Car. I glory in that paſſion !—You knew 1 


| gloried i in it ;—and that knowledge gave ſpurs to 


your malignity :—before not daggiſn.— Edmund 
Fitzallan, ſir, ere long, will give it's ſpeed the 
due reward it merits. 

Ruth. Damnation \—That name within theſe 
walls! (He half draws his Sword, as intending 
to flab Claribel—ſhe throws open her arms, as 
courting the wound. Ruthenwoif, trembling with 


contending passions, returns his ſword to the 
ſcabbard. ) Lady eee any tongue but 


"Yours 's thus utter'd, this ſtcel had taught it ſi- 


lence, 
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lence, Why, Why, Madam, wal you name my 
bitter enemy? | 

Clar. Your enemy oh, truc— His noble 

heart holds villainy in deteſtation. 


Ruth, Now by my foul ! Well, well, 1 will be 


calm, Lady. A over muſt bear all. 
Enter M aur. 


Now, fellow! whence come you ? 
Mar. From performing my ha. my 


Lord. J have been ſecking, as you order'd, 


one to attend on Lady Claribel. 
Ruth, Well—the fruit, ſir, of your ſearch? 


NacnaEI Enters. 


"Man. Very ſweet fruit, my Lord. —From the 


ripe cluſters of Females, which grow in the 


neighbourhood, * have pluck'd this blooming 


gentleuoman. (preſenting ber) 
Ruth, Canſt thou attend x Lady ? 


Rach. I will do my endeavours, ſo pleaſe you. 
Ruth, Come, Lady Claribel—Take her to 


your notice. If ſoothing, as *tis ſaid, can win a 


Lady's ſmile, I will e'en fleck my brow to the 
ſoother's faſhion. What ho, there ! Have they 


propuced the e ö 


Enter 


= 
p * a . 


Lady ! 
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Enter SERVANT. _ 


Ser. Aye, my Lord. All wait you. 
Ruth. This for our morning revelry. At night 


the ſilver moon, pale in her envy, ſhall look down 


upon our roſy orgies. This night, to break a 


cuſtom, we will ſit late, in feaſt, —We ſup in the 


Banquet-Galery, 
Mar. The—the a my Lord! 
The very place in which I have appointed young 


Fitzall an! (ofide) To toto night, my Lord. — 


Ruth. Aye, to * —How now what ails 


thee ? 
Mar. N--00—aothie, my Lord. Oel 'tis 


ſo long ſince that Banquet-Gallery has been 
open'd, that the very thoughts of going into it 
makes me—hem—makes me tremble, my Lord. 


Ruth. Ne' er fear, knave,—lt ſhall blaze with 


light :—And, toward the hour of One, good | 
cheer and mirth ſhall warm us. 


Mar. (ofide) One !—The very hour on which 


he is to enter the window !—And the lights I 


meant to place there, as a beacon of ſafety, will 


prove a decoy for his deſtruction ! No appriling 


him What can I do? 
1 (Gay Muſick, from the interior apariment: ) 
Ruth. Hark !—The dance invites us. Come 


Clar. | 
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Clar. E' en as you pleaſe. All is alike indiffe- 
rent to me. 3 
ERutb. Nay come. Follow me, Slave ! 
Ruthenwolf leads Claribel through the folding doors; 


Martin and Rachael following, making ſigns to 
eachother. As ſoon as they have enter'd the fold- 
ing doors, the Scene, inſtantly, withdraws—and 

_ diſcovers a magnificent apartment. Vaſſals attend- 


ing, and Dancers in groupes. Ruthencoolf ſeats 
Claribel on a ſofa, and fits 22 ber, 


| GRAND CHORUS, axp DANCE. 


WHEN old Timotheus touch d his lyre, to move 
__ _ Philip's warlike ſon to love, 
The Minſtrel's ſtrain 
nſpired his heart with pleaſing painz 
And as the hero ſunk, with love oppreſt, 
His willing Thais caught him to her breaſt. 


Breathe then a melodious meaſure, 
Till Muſick melts the ſoul to plenſure : : 
And, while it lightly floats along the air, 
Now, when a warrior feels its power, 
May it touch, in happy hour, 
The boſom of his fair. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 


SCE NE . 
The Porter? s Hall, in Rutherwolf Cofle. 


NicnoLas, at a table, drinking ; SUSAN ſeated neat 


him. A violent Storm is heard, and the hghining | 
E ſeen faſuing through the winde. n 


Nieuolas. . 


| ' " "OY weather !—It blows, and. rains, and 


thunders, and lightens !—I don't remember a 


more diſmal night, ſince I have been Porter in 
Ruthenwolt Caſtle.— Well, I am content. 


Suſan. You are always content with _ wine 


before you, father. 


Nich. Suſan, your Father" 8 a in years, 


Wine comforts the aged. Tis a ſort of under- 


waiſtcoat 


FEUDAL TIMES. = op 
' waiſteoat to a man's inſide ;—and the older he 
grows the more of this kind of flannel he wants. 
| (drinks) Next year, I muſt double my cloathing, 
Syſan. Nay, Father, you are not ſo old, nel- 


ther. You are but forty. 
Nich. But I have been twenty years Porter 


here : and the labour of office ſaps the conſtitu- 


tion. 
Stan. Tis no ſuch great veer, father. You 
have little more than to open and ſhut the gate. 
Nich. Tis Porter's work, for all that, Suſan, 
My father, —your grandfather,—who held the 
keys, here, before me, fell under it. Heaven 
reſt him ! Death knock'd at his door, and would 
come in.,—He went off juſt as I was going to 
give him a glaſs of mull'd brandy. _ 
Suſan, They ſay, in the neighbourhood, that he 2 
KilFd himſelf with ſheer drink. 
Nich. Scandal. A cenforious world! 1 ſhouldn't 
wonder if they ſaid the ſame of me, when I am 


gone. (drinks.) 
Suſan. Nay, but my Grandfather —— 


Mich. I ſhall never forget his laſt advice. 
* Nicholas,” ſays hel ſtood by him with the 
glaſs in my hand hs couldn't fill it, ſo I did.— 
„Nicholas,“ ſays he, © you are to inherit the 
keys: Remember, Sobriety and Vigilance !— 


That's the Porter's motto.” —and he died. 
oY = x 
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Poor ſoul ! he couldn't drink the brandy then 
ſo I did. —I ſwallow'd it to comfort me; for all 
the world as I take this glaſs of canary. (drinks.) 
| Suſan. I wiſh, Father, you would drink no 
& Fra . 
Mich. Plhaw ! Nonſenſe ! Do you think Iam 
always fuddled, like the fat Friar of Nottingham, * 


80NG —NicnoLas. 


1 A jolly fat Friat loved liquor, good ſtore, 
And he had drank ſtoutly at ſupper ; 
He mounted his horſe, in the night, at the door, 
And ſat with his face to the crupper. 
Some rogue, quoth the Friar, quite dead to remorſe, 
Some thief, whom a halter will throttle, 5 
Some ſcoundrel, has cut off the head of my horſe, 
While I was engaged at the bottle. 


Which \ went gluggity- gluggity, glug, glug, glug: 


The tail of the fteed pointed South, on the dale, 
Twas the Friars road home, ftrait and level, 

But, when ſpur'd, a horſe follows his noſe, not his tail, 
So he ſcamper'd due North, like a devil. 
This new mode of docking, the Friar, then, ſaid, 

I perceive doesn't make a horſe trot ill; 

And 'tis cheap; for he never can eat off his head, 
While I am engaged at the bottle : 


Wick goes gluggity, ter, glug, gag, glug. 


The ſteed __ a ſtop; ina pond he had got; ; 
He was 5 rather for drinking than grazing; 


Quetk 
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Quoth the Friar, tis ſtrange headleſs 9985 ſhould trot; ; 

Put to drink with their tails is amazing! 

Turning round, to ſee whence this Phœnomenon roſe, 
In the pondi fell this ſon of a pottle ; | 

Quoth he, the head's found, for I'm under his noſe; : 

1 wiſh I were over a bottle. 


Which goes gluggity, gluggity, glug, glvg. glug. 
(The Storm continues.) 


Suſan, Mercy on us! What a ſtorm ! The 
rain will beat in the caſement. 

Nich. Let me ſee that all's tight—and do 78 
trim * the lamp, Suſan. 


| While they are employ'd i i locking at the inder, aud 
trimming the lamp, 


kur RACHAEL. 


Rach. is x near the hour that young Fitzallan 
ſhould come. If I could, now, as Martin has 
told me, contrive to warn him of the danger of 

coming to the Banquet-Gallery, 1— 


(Nicholas comes from the Win hy 


Your ſervant, Mr. Nicholas ! 
Mich. Oh, dear! This is Mittrefs Ra- hael; the 
new little Gentlewoman they have hired, to wait 
on the new great Gentlewoman, —Now, by St. 
Peter, you are welcome to the Porter's {Tall of 
Ruthenwolf Calile 1 

| Rach. | 
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Rach. 1 thank you, good Mr. Nicholas !—I 


was willing to pay vou a vilit, as we are, now, 


fellow ſervants. The Baron, you know, has en- 


gaged me, to attend the Lady Claribel. 


Nich. I don't wonder at it, at all for he 


chuſes all his domeſticks good looking. He told 
me fo himſelf, when he took me for his Porter. 
And, this is * * looking daughter. 


( preſenting ber.) 
Suſen. La! father, how fooliſh! _ 
Nach. A ſad rainy night, Mr. Nicholas. a 


Mich. Sad, indeed! We ſhall all be under N 


water. Take a drop of this, to mu out the 


cold. (offering wine.) 
Rach. I never do, 
| Nick. That's very odd wad always do.—Here's E 
a bumper to our better acquaintance. (drinks.). 
Rach. Hark !—Methought I heard him—No. 


( afide.) Ah, Mr. Nicholas! in ſuch nights as 
: . [ cannot dar ſighing for the poor travel 


"Has: So do J. 1 m fare! 
Rach. Wandering over the wild heath; —ex- 


poſed to the Storm no tree to ſhelter him! 


Suſan. No kind ſoul to direct him ! 
Noch. No Publick Houle to be ſeen ! (drinking ) 


Ebuuxp F . or. 


Shelter a way-worn Traveller!“ 


Rach. 
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Rath. Tis he! (afide.) Hark! 
Nich. 2 t 1 hear a voice ?—Liſten, 


| QUARTETTO. 


Nichor as, RACHAEL, Sosa u, and EDMuns. 


EDMunD. 


| Sheltera way-worn Traveller! | 
Hard beats the rain; the lightnings play 
Bewilder'd, here, alas! I tray, 


Shelter a way-worn Traveller! 

NIicHOLAs, RACHAEL, SUSAN. 

Hark! who is that ſo faintly calls, 

| Beneath the Caſtle's gloomy walls ? 
Ebuvxp. 8 

A Wretehed, way-worn Traveller! 


| NicnoLas, RachAir, Sus Ax. 


Alas! E way- worn Traveller! 


EDMUND. 


o, Shelter! for my Life s at flake; ; 
Unbar your Door, for pity's ſake ! 
Within your friendly Turrets take 

A wretehed, way-worn Traveller! 
Nicholas, RACHAEL, SUSAN. 


Alas! a way-wern Traveller! 


Rach, 


o . 


r 
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Racb. Some poor wretch, who has loſt 10 way! 

Suſan. Dying, perhaps, for want of aſſiſtance. 
Nach. Wont you let him in, Mr. Nicholas? 

Suſan. Pray, do, father! 

Nich. (reflecting.) Now, am 1 puzzled : — 
and when a man's puzzled, a woman always 


puzzles him more, Here are two to perplex me. 


Suſan, get you up ſtairs to your chamber. 
Suan. Father! 


- Nich. No words,—A way ! (Suſan goes out.) 80; ; 


| there's one difficulty over.—Good * miſtreſs 
Rachael! 


Rach. Will not you let che Traveller in, then? ; 
Nich. I want no ſpies to inform againſt me,— 


ſo that's a ſecret W you YE me a CDs to 
know it? 


Rachael. (505 rating) Why, if it were not for 


my Mart—I—Well, I— will give you a kiſs, to 


know it. (he kiſſes ber.) 
Mich. Now, Miſtreſs Rachael, 2 this 


When a pretty woman, like you, thinks a kiſs 
bribe enough for telling a ſecret, damn me if I 
truſt her with mine: for ſhe'll meet with a bribe 
every day Good night. 


Rach. Muſt I go? (He waves his hand. ) Ican- 


not inform. him of his danger, and—Heaven 
Preferve him! (Acc.) OP 7 3 


1Vich, Now, I have got the ground to myſelf. 


If Lord Ruthenwolf knows I let A ranger 1 in, 
_ hell. 


* 
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he'll turn me out, Obedience is a duty I owe to 
the Baron—that's a ſtrong reaſon againſt the gen- 


tleman on the other ſide of the door. [ Edmund 
knocks, But Pity is a duty I owe to all the un- 
fortunate, in their time of trouble—that's a much 


ſtronger reaſon for the gentleman on the outſide 


of the door So, in he comes. — (going v the 
_ door.) I never found out, before, how many poor 


devils have as great a right to my ſervices as my 


maſter, [he unbars the door, and admits ErmunD 


FiTZALLAN, who 1s 8 up in a Traveller's 


= Cloak. 


Edu. 1 thank you, friend. 


Nich. By our lady, you are what I call ſouſed! 


Pour ſome of this down your throat, —( Gives 


Um wine.) —It chills me to look at you. It 
makes me and in need of a glaſs, myſelf 2 


(Drinks. ) 


Edam. The kay has EEE freely, and ſeems 
_ ripe for my purpole. (This is rare li- 


quor, friend. 


Nich. That's a Pity, | for 1 like plenty of it. 


Who are you? 
Eam. A traveller. 
Nh. What made you travel here 1 
Fan. Tis a "ou ſtory. 


* 


3 , 


* No guide the peaſants in their beds— 


0 | | | 33 wy 
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Nel. Tell it me.—1 like long ftories; they 


put me ſo comfortably to ſleep. 


Edm. That's e en as I could wiſh (Abd.) 

Nich. Come, ſit down; whet Poon whiſtle, and 
begin.—(They ſit and drink.) 

- Edm. My father was once addon, 3. blazed i in 


ſplendour; each day his hall rang with feſtivity— 
for he opened wide the door to many a bidden, 
gueſt. 


Nich. 80 did my abe e was the Porter. 
Edm. But Fortune varied ——his eltates 


dwindled—his friends faded—my father died. 


Nich. And, * you! end. the mull'd 


brandy. | 


Eam, His 8070 toter. 4 n my * 


| ther's death, ruin hung o'er his houſe 5 twas for 
me to oppoſe the ſtorm, 


Nich. (Half aſleep. * Thas ba a nd Rorm, 
1 e 1 
( .aduund fills it, Nicholas drinks.) 
"Vis: left my native home two days had 


journey' d till now, travelling o'er the moor 


Nich. (Holding out his glaſs, and multering. * 
More? More !—Ah !—a little more, 
Edm. Evening lowered—the clouds grew ; 
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All in the arms of ſleep. (Nicholas ſnores, Ed- 
mund riſes cautiouſſy.) — As thou art now, poor 
knave! This cloak will but encumber me, as I 
explore the windings of the Caſtle. —Then dark- 
neſs he my ſhrowd.—(Throws of his cloak.) And, 
ſhould my preſence create ſome havock here, 
thou, ſimple ſoul, ſhalt fare the better for thy 
courteſy to me :—for the ſweet goddeſs, Cha- 
rity, bad thee unbar the door to me, in the 
tempeſt; — and Gratitude, her firſt-born daugh- 
ter, would, from her glowing forehead, dart a 
frown upon me, could I forget thee. (Exit. 


( Nicholas remains faſt aſleep, and the Scene clojes,) 


— — 
= h SCENE II. 


4 calnade in — cal, hath to. the 
Inner Court. | 


Enter EpwuxD FITZALLAN. 


Elm. The. clouds have ſpent their fury; and 
the dying thunder rolls, ſullenly, away, upon the 
diſtant hills. This, I conjecture, will lead me 
to the inner court; whence muſt watch the ſig- 
. nal, which Martin promiſed. — The friendly lights 
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from the window muſt be my guide,—>It lacks 

ſomewhat yet of the time appointed. I will 
linger here awhile.— Should any paſs, theſe pil- 
lars will afford concealment.—Oh, Claribel ! how 
' tedious are the hours of doubt and expeQation ! 


? SON G.—EDMUND. 


GRANT me her for whom I ſigh, 
In Love's ſequeſter'd bowers, 

Full ſwiftly would the minutes fly, 

Full ſmoothly glide the haurs. 


But tear the dear-loved maid away, 
Then anxious thoughts the ſoul engage ; 
While every minute ſeems a day, 
And every hour---an age! 


Give me all thou can'ſt beſtow, 

Young God of fond deſire ! 
If hoary Time move ſwift or ſlow, 
I ſeek not to inquire, | 


Ah! Days of bliſs, ye lightly paſs ! 
Vet, oft, when Time would turn his hand, 


If Lovers tears have damp'd his glaſy,  _ 
How heayy runs the ſand! © (Exit, 


SCENE | 
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SCENE III. 


The Banquet Gallery, in Ruthenwolf Colle. 885 


| Ruthemalf, and Claribel, ſeated at a Banquet, under = 
a magnificent Canopy. In the back of the 
Scene, above the Canopy, is a large Gothick 
Window, On one ſide, a Door, leading to 
another Apartment.—Vaſſals and Dameſticks, 
Male and Female, with Muſical Inſtru- 
ments, in Orcheſtras, on each fide of the Gotbick 
Window; but ſo ſituated as not to have a view of 
the Window.—Other Vaſſals, under the Orcheſ- 
tras.— Martin, and Rachael, in the Front of the 
Stage, at ſome diſtance from each other. — The 
9 gene is ſuperbly HINA: 


CHORUS. 
| MaLE and FEMALE VasSALS. | 


MELANCHOLY, hence! for merry is the fife, 
And the lute, and the hautboy play ; 
Sorrow is a canker preying upon life; 
Jo be wiſe is to be gay. 


Touch 
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Touch the chord, then, merrily, and cheerily ; 
Muſick's melody can never cloy: 
Folly's march moves 287 80 and drearily, 
Wiſdom's courſe is joy. 


[ Daring the Chorus, Martin makes fegns to Rachael, + 


as anxious to ſpeak to ber; as the * ck ceaſes, 
ſhe approaches him, ] 


Mar. (Whiſpering.) 1 you ſeen young 


Edmund? Did you ſpeak to him ? 


Rach, Alas! no; Nicholas made me quit the 


Lodge, while he was trying for admittance, 


Mar. Then he is loſt ! 
Ruth. (To Martin.) What ho, Hare 1e 
to the muſicians ;—Our revel cools, wo; Why, 


knave, thou ſleep'ſi. 


Mar. Who, I, my Lord ?—Oh, no 13 never 
was merrier in all my life. Mercy on me !— 


Come, boys !—* Melancholy hence ! for merry 


is the fife—( Singing, and affecting gaiety.— 
Have you appriſed Lady Claribel (Apart te 


| Rachael.) 


Rach. (Aport. )—Impoſlble! No moment of- 
fer*d 
Mor Undone! ! — Come, fellows | — „Me- 


lancholy hence! &c.“ Strike up 409 re- 


peat a ff nall part of the Chorus.) 5 
Ruth. Some wine, there Now, Lady ! How 8 
like you theſe, our ſports ? 


Cla. 
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Cla. Oh, Sir! Wretches upon the wrack heed 
not the voice of revelry. 


Ruth. Nay, this is peeviſn 0 
hither, fellow. (1⁰ Martin. )—Bring thy harp. 


| Mar. My harp, my Lord !—Some how or 


other—from the damp of this gallery, I take it— 


my fingers tremble ſo, 1 ſhall never be able to 


play upon it. e 


Ruth. (Angrily.) sing then; ;—your fellows 


; ſhall accompany Fo 
Mart. Il will, my lord. 


Ruth. It ſhould ſeem, Lady, you are not 


_ pleaſed with the full ſwell of minſtrelſy. Haply, 
this fellow's ſimple ditties may diſpel the cloud 
that hangs upon your brow. 

Clar. I would feign retire. 'Tis nearly now, 

an houd paſt midnight. | 


Mart. (afide.) Then he will enter the win- 


dow inſtantly ! 


Ruth. Your e vet, a ele, Madam. | 


Begin. 

© © May. I'll—Hem!- I'll give you a part of: my 
own humble Hiſtory, my Lord. — And 111 put 
in a Chapter that may chance to ſpoil your Ban- 


quet. (2 de.) 
Martin begins, een panie by. the Vaſals, in the 


SOOT He Aer, uneaſy during the Song 
| Sand 
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— looks anxiouſly towards the window, at 
intervals. 


| ROMANCE. Maar. 


NEAR theſe rugged Towers, 
Where the Tempeſt lowers, 
Sixteen years, in ſorrow, I wander'd, vnd. 
Parents had left me ;— 
Death, ſoon, of 1 bereft me 
5 woe 8 me! I wail'd them, an ne Child, 


„ C HORUS. 
' Bleſs our noble Maſter! 
| Keep him from diſaſter! _ 
| Twango dillo nn dillo dee, 


"Lacky was that chaxing, 
When, the WildBoar facing, 
Our bold Baron's life was ſaved by me. 
With gifts he graced me, e 
Near to his Perſon placed me; „ 
Ne a poor Peaſant, of low degree. 5 


CHORUS. 1 
Bleſs our noble Maſter, be. 


All my ſorrows over, 
Here, I live in clover; 7] a 
Nothing here can hurt, no Foe aſa, 
This roof to enter 
No Enemy can venture. — 


Looking anxiouſly towards the auindhar. wn 
: No raſh Intruder theſe walls can ſcale. 


(Here the Check tolls One.) 


„ Martin's trepidation incronſes. } 


CHORUS, 
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_ CHORUS. 
1 hleſs our noble Maſter, &c. 


But beware to wander 
O'er the Mountain, yonder; 


Death is round the Lake whence this morn I came, 


De Gothick avindow now opens. 
One there did ſnatch ne 
From Fiends who would deſpatch me; 
(Here Edmund is entering the window.) 
Edmund Fitzallan is his name. _ 


on hearing the name 117 8 Claribel \ricks, 


and falls back in her ſeat, Ruthenwolf ſtarts up 
furiouſly ; and Edmund leaps, unperceived, from 


the window, behind the Canopy.—Theſ? feveral 
movements tale place at the ſame inſtant. 


"Rach (ruſhing on Martin and bolding his 


7 | ſword over him.) That hated name has cauſed thy 
Death. 5 


Mart. (on his knees.) Mercy ! 

Rach. Help !—Help, the Lady Claribel! 

| Ruth, (looking round.) Ha !—fainting!—(guit- 
ing Martin.) Wretch ! live yet a little; but ſoon 
expect my vengeance.—Bear her to her cham- 
ber—Slaves, away! (0 all the Vaſſals, coho go out) 


This way—So l—( Exit, bearing off Claribel through 


the do:r-way, on the Side. Rachael aſſiſting. 
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Manet MARTIN. 


(Edmund comes from bebind the canopy, and Hows 


upon Martin. ) 


' Edn. Villain! you have ber d —_—_ 
Mar. Don't cut my throat, Its E raged by 


f Lord Ruthenwolf. 


Edm. Why lay this toil for me! ? Entice me to 
it, that I might periſh? _ | 

Mar. What! Practice upon "Lis life to whom 
I owe my own. I would periſh a thouſand times 
rather than be ſuch a ſcoundrel. 

Edn. How happen'd this, then? 

Mar, Accident. Twas the avon s ſudden hu- 


mour to give a feaſt in this Gallery, that haſn't 


been open'd, before, theſe twenty years. All 


the means I uſed to appriſe you of 1 it failed. 


Edm. This may be lo. 

Mar. Kill me, elſe. 

 Eam. 1 have been ſeen here by none e but YOU, 
We yet may proſper. 

Mar. There is ſtill hope. had, this morning, 
borrow'd his cloak, from our Porter, the better 


to conceal you. — One moment.—1 have it here, 


at hand. (goes out,) 
Zam. Sure 1 * truſt this fellow. —He frems 


earneſt, 


Mar. 
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Mar. (returning.) Here, Sir !— Now, on with 


it. 80 (Edmund puts on the cloak.) I'll now en- 
deavour to conduct you to Lady Claribel. Yon- 
der's her chamber.—Move filently.—Huſh ! (he 


| tiſlens at the door.) Nay, 'tis — The 
Baron's there. 

Edm. Ruthenwolf! 5 

Mar. I hear him talking, at this inſtant. 5 

adm. Damnation -In her chamber Did 


worlds oppoſe me, this arm | thould te ha him 


thence. 

Mar. Stay, ſtay, ſtay 1 (preventing him: 1 'Tis 
maden Tour deſtruction would be certain — 

So would Lady Claribels. 

Tam. Muſt I endure this! 
Mar. Pray, ſpeak lower. 
Edm. O, Claribel! O! torture, torture! 
; (Edmund falls in om, with his face upon the 
ers) 
Mar. Nay, we ſhall be diſcover'd, and—Un- 
done! I hear the Baron coming | ! 


8 Enter RUTHENWOLF. | 


Ruth. How! now ! Whence was that noiſe : ? 
Mar. Noiſe, my Lord ? 10 

Ruthꝰ Aye — noiſe. 

Mar. It was 


my Lord. Nicholas, the Porter, 
023 - Rith, 


hem——it was the Porter, 


. . * 8 A ä . e 
1 ” . . - 1 ä . 64% a 
k — 1 l 22 _—_—. —_ * „ $ =» FE * 
AV —— N . ” . : 6 — e PEEP ME 4 6 — 1 w * 
— — —— — — f 2 ·⁴ WENT r GGG 
4 5 ” p - - > 2 - _—_— = - n — Las wo "3 ” 8 7 * » 2 * . 8 FF - - * A * 
r V — I : N — 5 x 3 3 p ph a. * Le YO = N W 8 wa LY 3 „„ n * N . 2 — D E 
Sr 2 „„ inn, or i OE ed ̃ éU—nwL—ß. ²˙ ee a A! -. 
n > Wn IF n F 2 8 "IN 8 , 2 g Ws; 2 r R 8 
r : Pata "s A SH - | 
a 9 | : . w 
: 


ONCE EIT 
ma ie ei 
= A _-_ G 2 
= 


44 FEUDAL TIMES. 


Ruth. How came he here ? 
Mar. He—hem—hearing a kind of urbane 
in the Caſtle, my Lord, he came to ſee what it 


Was; and—being a little in his old way, my 
 Lord—he fell upon the floor, and—and there he 
lyes, my Lord. 


Rutb. Upon the floor ? 2; This wretch, here, iS 


| the vileſt 8. 


Mar. He is a good deal diſguiſed, juſt now, 
indeed, my Lord. I fear he has diſturbed 


the Lady Claribel. Any diſturbance he makes 
now, might be ve, 95 a to her, 82 and 
my Lord. 


(Seating 1th — , that dean may fake the 


57 rt : Fe | 
Ruts. No matter —She has inſulted 1 


Stung me Fool that | was to kneel, and foe, 


and ſoothe, and ſigh, and play the whining cox- 


comb !—By all that's galling, ſhe caſt me with 
fury from her ;—breathed execrations on the 


ſavage Ruthenwolt ;—then wept aloud, and 
call'd upon her ſttipling, Edmund —oh, Lady, 
thou ſhalt ſmart for this! 

Mar. Was this now, my Lord? 

Ruth. (not heeding him.) My curſes upon Ed- 
mand Would he were here !—Would that, 
like this wretch, vile as the earth, whereon, 
a kindred clod, he grovels, Edmund were 


ſtretch'd 


FEUDAL TES. as 


Qretch'd before me !—Thus, thus would I fix 
my foot upon his neck, and trample him to duſt 
| (fixing bis foot on Edmund.) 

Mar. I tremble in every joint! (de.) 

Ruth. (reſlecting.) Stay !—It ſhall be ſo.— 
Come hither, flave.—Thou lee'ſt this fellow. 
Mar. Aye, my Lord, 

Ruth. Raiſe him from the ground : ;=T ha, 
conduct him to that apartment. 

Mar. To that my Lord! 

Ruth. Aye, — to Claribel.— Tell her I ſcorn 
her I— but tell her, further, that, ſo much ten- 
derneſs is left me, I will not have her pine in 
maiden ſolitude :—Therefore, ſince my poor 
love ſeems all unworthy, I ſend her this—ob- 
ſerve me—this beſotted brute, who, F reſolve | 
ſhall be her huſband, 

Mar. You jeſt, my Lord ! 2 
Ruth. By my ſoul! ere Night once more mall 


caſt her gloomy mantle upon my battlements, 


their marriage, ſhall, in the Chapel, be accom- 
pliſh'd. Take him away. 


(Martin ra iſes Edmund, who” hangs. on Martin's 


ſhoulder, keeping his ſace concealed 3 and Too enter © 
Claribel's apartment.) 


 Manet RUTHENWOLF. 


Ruth. Aye, this is ſweet revenge !— This 
dainty, mincing danze, who has tavght her baby 
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eye to ſcowl contempt on Ruthenwolf, muſt 


yield her poliſhed beauties to the meaneſt of his 
vaſſals. | 


.NrcnoLas Haggers in, on the oppoſ te fide to Clari- 
2 's . 1 855 


Mb. A pretty confuſion there has been in 
the Caſtle I muſt ſee if I can't put things into 
a little order. 

Ruth. Amazement o I ſee * 
Nich. That depends upon how nach you 
drank at ſupper, my Lord. You have been 


* 


making a rare racket. 


Ruth. Anſwer me, quickly. Have you not 


been, this very moment, in the Lady Claribel's 


chamber ? 


Nich. Oh, fie 1—1 get into a lady 8 chamber, 
in the middle of the night But, I ſee how it is 


with you. (Pointing to his forehead.) 


Ruth. Wretch Did I not ſend thee, now, 


_ Cen now, muffled in thy cloak, into that apart- 
ment ? 


Nich. Come, that” 8 4 od one! How could 
be in my cloak, when I lent it, this morning, 


to Martin? 


Rub. Damnation !—Betray d Ny then !-. 


ER? SE, Cubes into the 3 


Nich. 
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Nich. He's monſtrous Ah wen, once ** 


in a way, at a feaſt, it may be pardon'd,—lIt 
might have happen'd to me: but, if he kicks 
up ſuch a duſt, every night, I ſhall certainly look 
out for a ſoberer — (reels out. on 


SCENE IV. 


7 be cand. in Rutherwal Caftte 


Enter EpxunD, CLARIBEL, Makrin, and Ra- 
CHAEL.. 


(Martin condufling them d] 
Mar. This way. 


Edm. Thus far, ſafely. The door within FO 
chamber, ſweet, that led us to theſe paſſages, was 


Fortune” s luckieſt caſt. Do not tremble. 


Clar. Oh, Edmund! my limbs totter, and 


my heart ſinks within me. 
Eqdm. Nay, courage, Claribel ! 


Mar. A flight of ſteps, at the end of chis build- | 
ing, deſcend to the outer Court. Cheer up, Ra- 


chael! 


Rach, I vows rid any Minn with You, Mar- 


tin, 5 
Em. 
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Edm. The day begins to break. : 
Mar. So much the worſe. Theſe he Mid- 
ſummer nights are not for. our buſineſs. Secre- 


cy is a mole, and loves to work! in the dark. This 


way, Lady. 


Clar. Hark \—Heard you not the trampling 


of feet? 


Mart. No 3 ſecure. The * is hug- 


ging himſelf, in his fancied revenge. We ſhall 
eſcape from the clutches of as errant a ty- 


rant as ever 
Ruth. (withour.) Seruje the Gates ! Guard 


every avenue. 


Enter Rurnz NWOLF. 


Ruth. (running to Martin, ben he fr fete. ) 


Now meet thy puniſhment.—But hold- On 
one condition I may ſpare thee.Confeſs who 


tis for whom thou haſt, thus, plotted. 
Mar. One who faved the life you are going 


to take, So take it while I can part with it 
coolly—for I ſhould be afraid to die could I be 


treacherous to my preſerver. 


Ruth. The torture, then, ſhall wring his name 


from thee. 
Eqdm. (coming forward, and Siftovering anf 5 


Tis a name ſoon utter d — Edmund F itzallan. 


Ruth, Ha! 3 x 
Edm. 
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Edm. Aye, bluſh at it.—I am in your toil. 
You arenow moſt powerful :—but, how meanly, 
even to himſelf, appears the man who feels that he 
has power, and feels, he has abuſed it !—How 
little looks the baſe Oppreſſor, when the ſufferer 

ö from his oppreſſion ſtands before him. Pn. 
Ruth. In Warfare, boy, Policy has its privi- : 
lege. You have experienced my ſkill in ſtrata- 
gem; acknowledge, now, my force. 
| Edm. It muft ves _— in death. 


They e as hay. are + engaged, a loud ſoout i is 
beard, and the di 1ſcharge of Cannon, 


Enter Several Vaſals.—They furround E dmund. 


2 2 To Arms, my Lord !—The Caſtle 
is ſuddenly attack d. 

Ruth. Say you ?- By whom ; 
Vi A powerful Troop, my Lord, pouring 
down the Mountain, from the wood ; headed 
by Baron Fitzallan, and his ſons— —- | 
Ruth. Curſe on the name —Muſter the men. 

El come. Conduct theſe to the Black Tower, 
that overhangs the Weſtern Battlement. Guard 
them ſecurely. After the battle, e 4: 
ſhall diſpoſe thy fate. 


Edm. Till then, tremble for thy own, 
Car. Aye, Ruthenwolf—Tremble; while we 


1 are nn Marking the ſteps of Time, Vice 
H ſhudders 
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ſhudders at the future, and meets Adve ſity 

with agony ; — but Virtue can, calmly, gaze on 
Fortune, as ſhe turns her wheel; can look for- 

ward to her ſmiles, with cheerfulneſs, or endure 
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her frown, with ſteady reſignation. 
¶Ereun- EDMUND and CLARIBEL, en 


© (Shouts, and Cannonading, repeated. : 


Ruth. They thunder at our walls.—Sound the 
alarum !—Well, let him come :—ſurronnded 
with his ſons,—the better ;—that with one blow I 
may deſtroy both Stock and Cion, and exterminate 


the hated growth for ever. 
: Exit. Valwls following. yy Finde. 


Manent Maxi and Rachakr. 


Mar. So !—In the buſtle he has forgot me. 
What a ſnug coyering is inſignificance! | 

Rach. Oh, Martin ! what will become of us! 
Mar. Chance muſt decide, Rachael —I wiſh, 
now there is nn had not brought you to 
the Caſtle! 

Rach. (mournfully) Do you indeed, Martin? > 

Mar. That I do. 

Rach. I am very forry you ſhould think me | 
hollow-hearted ! 

Mart. I think How, Rachael! 2 

Rach. Becauſe, Martin, one of * greateſt | 
pains a poor girl's heart can feel is, farely, being 

abſent. 
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abſent from him ſhe lens, when ſhe knows he is 
in affliction. 


Mar. (embracing her) My dear Rachael 


(Shouts and T rumpets.) , 


Hark—1 have little time for thought. —There i is a 


1 Peſſage, under the Caſtle, to the moat, —There L 


may be of ſervice . Vou muſt thither with me.— 

I care not on my own account - tis for you, he 
Lady Claribel, and my Preſerver, that I am 
anxious,—Something tells me, ſtill, I ſhall proſper 
in my endeavours—for *tis hard fate if a man fail 
when Love, Pity, and Gratitude, are the ſprings 

d . 


(Sho uts, aud Alarums repeated.) 


SCENE rTuz LAST. 


On the right f the Stave, is the exterior of Ruther- 
wolf Caſtle. The Chief Entrance is repreſented in 
a fide view ; conſisting of a Gateway, between 

two Turrets ;—the Bridge drawn up. The Caſt- 

le is partially moated the water loſing itſelf un- 

der a low arch, beneath the battlements, b. efore Ut 

has completely encircled the building But the 
H2 Batlle- 
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Batilements are continued beyond the place where 
the moat is laſt; and at the baſe of "theſe is a Sally 
Port, cloſe to the ground. Above them, a black 
round Tower. 
From a window in the round Tower, and, alſo, 
| from a window in one the turrets, are flights of 
eps, which commumcate with the ramparts. 


On the left of the Stage, are high tafted Trees; At 


the back, Mountains, in PO and the Sun 
riſing above them. 


Fitzallan, Henry, and Orlando are drawn up on the 


left, with Soldiery and Cannon, Sc. Sc. Pio- 
neers at work upon a Mine, at the mouth ft. the Sally 
Port; beneath the Round Tower. T, he moment the 
Scene is diſcloſed, a loud Shout, and a heavy can- 
nonade, from Hitzallan's party with a ſhower 
of Arrows —wbich is return'd by Ruthenwolf*s 
Soldiery, who are thickly placed on the Turrets. 


(After this burſt, a Parley is ſounded from the wall.) 


Titz. Hark 1 They ſound a Parley. 
Guru Ane on the Walls.) 


Henry. By all our wrongs ! tis Ruthenwolf! 
Ruth. Aye ;—to hurl deſtruction on thee; 3 


_ een like the angry Lion, bruſhing the inſets 
Z from his lip, who fret him in his ſlumbers. 


Fitz. Vain man! our ſting, we truſt, will be 


found ſharp, provoked, thus, as We are, by bitter 


 Injury.— 
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injury —Yet, now, reſtore thy Caprive, and— 

Ruth. Never! 

Henry. Renew the Ack! (Archers prepare.) 

Ruth, Hold! you run upon your ruin. My 
numbers here, Fitzallan, exceed thine, trebly :S _ 
And ſtill, more ſurely to baffle this your ill- 
adviſed - attempt, behind your wretched troop 
my parties march ; and, by my order, winding 
along the vale, will preſs upon you. You are 
ſurrounded. 


Here Ruthenwolf's s men appear, in perjpeAlive, 
marching to ſurround Fitzallan, 


Fitz. Nay, then, the caſt is deſperate.—Apply 
your Torches to the train, and ſpring the Mine. 
(The Pioneers ſet fire to a train of Powder.) Thus 
we will gain entrance; and, though we periſh, 
we will, in 0 our Houle's 
wrongs. _ 

Ruth. Ha! Ha! Hal— "Tis rarely 8 
Von Tower may well be ſpared ;—a rude excreſ- 
cence in this fair Pile.—But, 'thad been well, 

ere you applied the Torch, to think the Tower 
might, poſſibly, contain, amongſt the ruſt which | 
lyes neglected there, your Son and Claribel. 


Ebuiuxp and CLaneL appear at the window of 
the Tower. 


Fitz. Oh, Heaven! My. Son Quick — 
quench your fires, 
| Ruth 
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Ruth. Nay 'tis impoſſible. Your men, no 
doubt, are dext'rous. The train ſeems too well 


laid. We trifle time. Down with the Draw- 


bridge! We'll forth, and end this conteſt. 


(Ae deſcends from the Patllements, as going to the 


Draw-briage.Y) LET 
Hen. Charge ſtill l- wal 


| (charge. During this conflia, Edmund 3 


a bar from the window of the Tower, in which be 


and Claribel are confined. — As the Draw-bridge 


is let down, Martin, with Rachael, appear in a 
Beat, from the low arch.— Martin paddles to the 
 Draw-bridge, and ſaws the joiſts.—The moment 
Ruthenwolf ruſhes upon it, to lead on his men, it 
breaks under him.—Fe is Plunged 11 the Moat, 
and the waters cover him.) 

(A Loup Huzza. Martin jumps to und conduct 
ing Rachael, on the fide of the Fitzallaus. At 
this: moment,” Edmund has made an aperture in 
the window, and leads Claribel haſtily down the 

- flight of fleps, to the ramparts.—The Mine 
ſprings, and blows up the Round Tower. —They 
now aſcend the other ſtair, belonging to the win- 
dow of the turret.—They enter that window, and 
then appear at the broken Draw-bridge—Mar- 
tin's Boat, lying acroſs the water, ſerves them to 

: paſs. to the Fitzallan party.—While they are 

cCroſſi the NaF, ale, which they bad juſt en- 

terra, 
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tered, blows up, and 4 zſcovers the Stair- caſe they 
Have deſcended, to eſcape from the Caſtle.) 
(Snours AND ACCLAMATIONS) 


(The Flags 4 the remaining part OY the Caſtle are 
fruck. J- 


Fitz. (embracing Edmund and Claribel.) Ob, : 
this is triumph !—Thoughts ruſh in wild confu- 
ſion now; and feelings are too high for utter- 
_ ance, —When paſſions cool, we will reward our 
friends, and—I can no more My old heart 
pants with tranſport; and my broken accents 
can merely pay a feeble, but a grateful tribute, 
to that Power which ſhields the Virtuous, 


GRAND CHORUS. | 
SOLDIERS, | VassALs, &c. 


| NOW be the Clarion ſhrilly ſounded ! 
Loud tae blaſt of Triumph breathe ! 
| Guilt and Rapine ſink confounded ; 
Virtue wears the laurel'd wreathe. 
"Tis ſweet when Conqueſt ends the ftrife ; 
While, with the drum, and merry ſounding as 
The jolly ſoldiers march along the plain, Fs 
To greet their wives, their children, and thel 
friends again. 
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